MR.   CHURCHILL          1918

the Cabinet room on th$ November evening when
London ran mid because the war was over. In
Trafalgar Square well-meaning revellers were burn-
ing German field-guns at the foot of Nelson's monu-
ment, and waves of cheerful sound drifted into the
quiet room in Downing Street. They spoke about
the Germans, about their enormous effort and the
necessity of their participation in the new inter-
national society. There was a haunting notion that
starvation and defeat might send them down the
same dismal road which Russia had already travelled
to social disintegration and political collapse; and
Mr. Churchill was in favour of the prompt despatch
of a dozen food-ships to Hamburg. The Prime
Minister seemed to think something of the scheme*
But it vanished on the rising mood in which the
British public celebrated victory after four years of
war by the General Election of 1918. Four years
of war, embellished by the German innovations of
poison gas, bombing open towns, and the promis-
cuous murder of seafaring civilians by submarine,
had banished chivalry and left British voters in a
temper of vindictive justice. When the joint appeal
of Mr. Lloyd George and Mr. Bonar Law invited
them to confirm the Government in power, they
responded handsomely, but without the slightest
tendency to recommend the prisoner to mercy.
Mr. Churchill had submitted his election address
for the Prime Minister's approval one night at
Walton Heath. But when he reached Dundee, he
found his eloquence keeping pace as best it could
with public indignation on a mounting tide of
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